SOME LETTERS OF
itself as a kind of aroma or emotion from the whole, and that the poem would thus subserve just such a brave love of life and faith in its issues as you plead for. If this does not happen for the sympathetic reader, then I have failed wholly.
Your praise of the manner of the poem I am grateful for, especially as it came at a moment of deep discouragement. Believe me,
Always faithfully yours,
WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY.
To Daniel Gregory Mason
THE PLAYERS. 16 GRAMERCY PARK. NEW YORK, Nov. 30, 1900. DEAR DAN:
Your generous praise of the Masque gave me great joy, for I was going through a crisis of discouragement which made my months of labor and engrossment upon it seem pitiably futile. I am alarmed about myself, when I notice that the fluctuations of heaven-scaling confidence and something very like despair, instead of decreasing as they ought to do, seem to increase with my years and knowledge. I don't understand it at
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